LIMEY    DAWDLER                          349
two fingers. If exactly right, he put his fist on his nose to show that I was "bang on. the nose." The instant the broadcast was over, the telephone rang and Helen Sioussat, the Talks Director, was on the line with congratulations.
These methods have a stimulating and a warming effect ; they are the electricity of U.S. broadcasting. It is true that the electricity became forked lightning next minute, when they told me that there would be a large income tax reduction from my "honorarium." But I was soothed again by being assured that, in American radio, it was most unusual to be paid; most people themselves paid large sums for the privilege of being heard.
To end this chapter, I have listed some bizarre trivialities which amused me though they were no more important than sparks from a furnace. Anyway, they are all things which I had never seen before anywhere else in the world. Here they are:
The sight of a fashionably dressed woman leading a pet deer on a string along the busy pavement of East 55th Street.
This study in two victims of circumstances—a down-and-out, asleep on his feet, leaning against the bars of a gorilla's cage in Central Park.
A drunk, being given the bum's rush upstairs by a cop at Schenectady railway station and miraculously landing on his feet on the right platform.
A bearded blind man, dressed like John the Baptist, selling pamphlets on Fifth Avenue denouncing British Imperialism of the eighteenth-century brand.
The gift of a teaspoonful of peanuts ladled out by a small boy outside a shop as an advertising stunt.
The dirigible, which circled over the skyscrapers, with advertisements and news flashing round its gasbag.
The bacon and eggs, delivered in a brown-paper parcel piping hot, in my hotel bedroom on a Sunday morning. (The kitchen staff did not function on Sunday morning and the porter apparently produced this out of slot machines.)
The air-line hostess, typical of her charming sisterhood, who comforted a frightened child during a rough crossingster he signalled with a winding movement; slower, by drawing an imaginary piece- of elastic betweenintermediary, who, in turn, presented me to the President.an anything in this world. I hear another faint dissentientel turned the picture into aterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
